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TO THE UNCONSTANT CYNTHIA
TELL me once, dear, how does it prove
That I so much forsworn could be?
I never swore always to love
I only vowed still to love thee:
And art thou now what thou wert then,
Unsworn unto by other men?
In thy fair breath, and once fair soul,
I thought my vows were writ alone;
But others* oaths so blurred the scroll,
That I no more could read my own.
And.am I still obliged to pay,
When you had thrown the bond away?
Now must we only part in joy,
Our tears as well must be unkind:
Weep you that could such truth destroy,
And I, that could such falseness find.
Thus we must unconcerned remain
In our divided joys and pain.
Yet we may love, but on this different score,
You what I am, I what you were before.